for performance related pay. My work has recently been rendered into an 'impact narrative' as required by the UK Research Excellence Framework in order to generate an institutional score that will be translated into future research funding. Sometimes in relation to this shift as Judith Butler puts it "I am other to myself precisely at the place where I expect to be myself" (Butler 2004) . I am going to try to construct a narrative of myself in relation to this shift, from the welfare state to the neoliberal state, not based on output indicators or productivity or impact, but on the messy reiterative interplay between my experiences of education and my disparate intellectual preoccupations.
My schooling began at Oak Farm Primary School in the London
Borough of Hillingdon, and continued at Charville Lane Primary in Hayes. The schools still exist and Charville now presents itself on its website, through its strapline -a common trope in the contemporary education market -as: 'Striving for excellence in the community where everyone matters'. I will return to the education market later.
My primary schooling was enjoyable and relatively successful. I often competed with Jennifer Appleyard, whose parents owned the local toy shop, to be top of the class. Places were allocated by end of year exams and a system of stars displayed around the classroom wall. In the striving for position and the reward of being a class monitor I was good with words but not with numbers. I dreaded Mr. Robinson's mental arithmetic classes and the mustard coloured exercise books -I can remember the humiliations of calculations in the head that were done too slowly or too hastily. Charville Lane served a skilled working class community drawn from council housing on one side and owneroccupied on the other. I was from the latter. I was confident and comfortable at school, I was in my place, a 'fish in water', as Bourdieu put it (Bourdieu 1990 ). We were prepared well for the 11+ 6 and I passed 6 A test of intelligence used for allocation to different types of secondary schooling.
with a score that enabled my parents to choose from a second tier of grammar schools -Hayes Grammar was the local school, I went to Bishopshalt, two bus rides away, the only child from my school to go there. My best friend Colin Campbell 'failed' the 11+ and went to the local Secondary Modern school, Mellow Lane. Our friendship did not long survive the division. His attempts to 'call for me' to 'go out' were met with my mother's repeated refrain "he's doing his homework". He stopped coming.
My move to Bishopshalt was a disaster, I found myself in a Bourdeurian nightmare. Adrift in an alien world of gowns, masters, Latin and cross-country running. Michael Cornes and I were the only working class boys in our year; his father -a pilot -drove a plane. The other boys, none of whom very often acknowledged my existence were almost without exception it seemed, the sons of lawyers, doctors or stockbrokers. The teaching was dull, didactic and repetitive. Talk, board writing and snap questions. I was now a 'fish out of water', frightened, isolated, and very ill at ease. My capitals, which had served me well, were now ill-attuned to the institutional habitus of the grammar school -class distinctions were everywhere, my dispositions were rendered null and void (Bourdieu 1986) . Much out of lesson time I spent in the wood paneled library reading Sherlock Holmes -I am not sure why, but it was an escape from the immediate exclusions of the all to real world of Latin grammar and algebra. I assumed the mantle of school failure by the end of the first week. Much of my time at home was spent struggling with gnomic homework tasks, which made little sense to me and for which my parents were unable to give much practical help. Even my facility with words now seemed inadequate.
My practical sense had no purchase on this world of middle class taste, entitlement and easy accomplishment. I was lonely, unhappy and increasingly alienated.
Because of a change in my father's work, I moved after one year to another grammar school with a more mixed demographic than Bishopshalt -it was classed differently. Nonetheless, my relation to grammar schooling remained strained, to say the least, for several years to come. Sport and English literature were my only real interests. I only began to recover any enthusiasm for schoolwork in the 6 th form (16-18 years -which I was allowed to enter 'on probation') when for the first time I encountered teachers who could interest and inspire -thank you Mr. Rigby. Most of my grammar school teachers could not teach their way out of a wet paper bag! NEW UNIVERSITIES!!! I got a place at Sheffield University to do History and Social Studies -I was interested in Industrial Archeology -but decided not to go. I wanted to be in the 'real' world, and spent 18 months exploring various career options before University re-emerged as a more preferable option than banking or librarianship. I got a place, by default rather than choice, at the University of Essex, the most politically radical and social diverse of the post-Robbins 7 'new' universities. In size and social make up and architecture it was rather like a large comprehensive school. I began as a politics major but quickly switched to sociology and chose the sociology of education as my specialist area. My tutor for this was Denis Marsden and his book Education and the Working Class, written with Brian Jackson (Jackson and Marsden 1962) , was of course on the reading list. Reading the book was an extraordinary experience. It was about me, about my life, my 7 The Robbins Report (the report of the Committee on Higher Education) was commissioned by the British government and published in 1963. The report recommended immediate expansion of universities, and the number of full-time university students rose from 197,000 in the 1967-68 academic year to 217,000 in the academic year of 1973-74 with "further big expansion" thereafter. In some ways ethnography as a sensibility and a practice mirrored and suited the tensions of my institutional experiences, it rests on being neither insider nor outsider, but both Stranger and Friend as Hortense Powdermaker (Powdermaker 1966 ) puts it in her intellectual autobiography. Even so I retained a sense of quiet disaffection partly in relation to the theoretical and critical limitations of symbolic interactionism and partly in relation to the parochialism of Sussex.
My burgeoning interest in policy made me realize the extent to which the real action was going on elsewhere, in London. Theoretically within the disciplinary norms of the sociology of the time it was expected and assumed that we were all a 'something' -a Marxist, a feminist, a critical realist or whatever, enfolded gently in their affirmations and 'transcendental teleologies' (Foucault 1972) p. 172 ).
This was then more than a matter of perspective; it was an allegiance, a sense of identity and ontological security, a basis of mutual recognition and distinction and sometimes therefore a source of public disputation and conflict. I still remember the first proper conference I attended, which was marked by acrimonious exchanges between Althusserians and Poulantzians. They interrupted one another's papers and shouted each other down. Being a something, being a 'wise fool', seemed to have many attractions.
The question was though what kind of something was I? I read widely and tried out various ontological positions for size but none seemed quite to fit. As 'cognitive and motivating structures', as 'already realized ends -procedures to follow, paths to take…" (Bourdieu 1990 p. 53) they did not work for me, they did not fit me, or perhaps I did not fit them. My moral career at secondary school and as a university sociologist seemed to be mirrored in my theoretical career -both were couched in a sense of unease, a kind of nomadism. Even so, What was increasingly important to me was not just the pertinence of Foucauldian analytics and concepts to the objects of my concern -I was making increasing use of discourse, power and subjectivity as tools in my work on education policy -but the style and stance of Foucault's work, the kind of scholar and intellectual he was, and his own struggles not to be 'a something'. That is, the particular ethics of intellectual work as a practice of self that he undertook. Indeed his work is defined by his attempts to find a position outside of the human sciences from which to see the social world and to see the human sciences as a part of that social world -a space that is both liberating and impossible. In many respects Foucault only really makes sense when his substantive works are viewed, read, understood in relation to his refusal to accept the inscriptions and limits and structures of 'normal' social science. As Johanna Oksala 
LIVING THE NEOLIBERAL UNIVERSITY
The practices and technologies that make up and re-make HE have changed slowly but inexorably since my time as an undergraduate, a long-term ratchet effect of many small moves, initiatives and reforms.
These have worked upon the funding, accountability and productivity of and access to HE in practical, immaterial and affective ways, to change what it means to teach and research in HE. The practices and technologies to which I refer include the RAE 11 generally, but also annual reviews, league tables and rankings, impact narratives, CVs, performance related pay, the granting of degree awarding powers to commercial providers, off-shore campuses, student fees, expanding overseas recruitment, and Public Private Partnerships. I began working in a 'new' welfare university and now find myself living the life of a neoliberal academic, a neoliberal subject. In this sense, in some respects, as I did at the beginning, I write and research about myself, about my performance and reformulation, within the incitements of neoliberal productivity. Needless to say both Bourdieu and Foucault are more than a little helpful in thinking about neoliberalism. The Research Assessment Exercise is an exercise undertaken approximately every 5 years on behalf of the four UK higher education funding councils to evaluate the quality of research undertaken by British higher education institutions. RAE submissions from each subject area (or unit of assessment) are given a rank by a subject specialist peer review panel. The rankings are used to inform the allocation of quality weighted research funding (QR) each higher education institution receives from their national funding council. have all worked with and used Foucault to interrogate the mobile technologies of neoliberalism, both the big-N, 'out there' in the economy and, the little-n, 'in here' in our daily life and our heads. The latter, the little-n, is realised in a set of local practices which articulate the mundane rhythms of our email traffic, our form-filling, or peer reviewing, and re-modulate the ways in which we relate to one another as neoliberal subjects -individual, responsible, striving, competitive, enterprising. The former, the big N, has generated a new iteration of my policy community ethnographies, worked on with Carolina Junemann (Ball 2007 , Ball 2012 , Ball and Junemann 2012 , which had began in 1980s ). The latter, the little N, has generated a series of papers on performative individualism (e.g. (Ball 2003) (Ball 2005) , with an appreciative nod to Judith Butler and J-F Lyotard. In education there is a proliferation of new spaces of such individualism, which are at the same time spaces of calculation. They produce new and excruciating visibilities within which we as academics relate to one another, and in relation to which we must seek our place and our worth and to fulfill our needs and desires. My email is punctuated by frequent and insistent requirements for me to ac/count for/myself. We are constantly expected to draw on the skills of presentation and of inflation to write ourselves and fabricate ourselves in ever lengthier and more sophisticated CVs, annual reviews and performance management audits, which give an account of our 'contributions' to research and teaching and administration and the community.
Typically now applications for posts and for promotion run to 40/50 pages and are littered with scores, indexes and ratings. We are constantly incited to make spectacles of ourselves. This is part of what Kathleen Lynch et al (Lynch, Grummell et al. 2012 ) call 'crafting the elastic self' , which is produced for and by evaluation and comparison, and the danger is that we become transparent but empty, unrecognisable to ourselves in a life enabled by and lived against measurement, our days are numbered -literally. These techniques do not simply report our practice; they inform, construct and drive our practice. New kinds of productive social subjects, are the central resource in a reformed and re-forming entrepreneurial public sector.
Those who 'under-perform' in the regime of measurement are subject to moral approbation. The dry, soul-less grids and techniques of reporting elicit a range of unhealthy emotions and distort our relations with colleagues. Sociality and social relations are being replaced by informational structures. We come to 'know' and value others by their outputs rather than by their individuality and humanity. This is part of a larger process of 'ethical retooling' in the public sector, which is replacing client 'need' and professional judgement, the foundations of the welfare state, with commercial forms of accountability-driven decision-making, the foundations of as an academic subject I am made uncomfortable again, out of place once more, my home in the ivory tower is being flattened by neoliberal bulldozers to make way for a fast-fact HE franchise in which all knowledge has is price and which as Ansgar Allen puts it 'is distinguished not by its greyness and economic subjugation, but by a gaudy proliferation of colour. It has become the rampant breeding ground of jobbing academics in search of the next 'big' idea' http://www.opendemocracy.net/ourkingdom/ansgar-allen/inpraise-of-economically-illiterate-academic. I began with both memories of and a critique of welfare education and end with a critique of neoliberal education, and have inhabited and struggled with the discomforts of both. I am left with a sense of process rather than destination, unease and refusal rather than affirmation, in a space in which I am (im)possible and in which sociology as a vocation as something I do, is being re-inscribed as a resource for the management of the population, which is how it started. This is a space nonetheless in which I continue and struggle.
In the end I wonder who this figure is, this Stephen Ball, who haunts the pages of this article. Is it someone I know or who I might be, or is it a fictional character who is brought into some kind of existence in this text, but who otherwise does not really exist? There were fleeting moments in the text when I seemed to glimpse the person he might be but eventually he always eluded me.
